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Perhaps for once Ingrid and Das, whose lives were punctuated by repeated 
tragedies, blundered into the right mistake. Thereby, perhaps, they avoided still 



another tragedy. I do not yet know. 

How Das knew Ingrid's eggs, or the eggs upon which Ingrid was setting, 
were shout to hatch, I dont know. But either she did understand this or by the 
oddest chance, she accidently hit upon just the right instant to move in with her 
eo-wife. It was even more unusual that there was no fight to see who had the eggs. 
Das was content for Ingrid to hsve them. She was just there in case she was needed, 
and needed she was. Both ladies had laid in the same nest, and apparently Ingrid 
had gone broody before Das stopped laying. For Easter, I had loaned Roberto and 
Das to my feed cooperative, which had established an Easter Farm for the children 
of Frederick and the surrounding countryside. The parking lot cackled, grunted, 
neighed, lowed and baa-ed prior to the arrival of our pair, t&o added the honk. 

Almost a week later, when they were returned. Das set up housekeeping in 
her own barrel, and I was very happy. For once the setting arrangements seemed to 
he working out as I had hoped and planned. As usual, I was too optimistic, as the 
joint setting the day before my departure seemed to tell me. Without too much 
difficulty, I added Dss's three eggs she had laid to the barrel in front of her. 

I used a feed scoop as a shield, end ± g3ve her mere besting mate rials. I left 
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for He. York «ty earl, the next morning, with my hope rather week. Be my hopes go. 
Just before dark tiie fourth day I returned. 

Ingrid was marching around with sir little fluffs of golden yellow down, 
three of them »lth derk ohertreuee backs. Once in a *ile Boberto tee with them. 

He was never with Das. Unlike most genders, he appeared to consider hie responsibilit- 
lea included only the fun pert. It wgs only when Ingrid called he him, of when he 



anticipated his brood might be in danger, such as when I fed them, that he 



came 



running in a hissing charge, otherwise, he was free and unstteched to either of 
his wives of his brood. 



Das had taken over the nest. Se fashioned . singlenest from die remnants of 
Ingrids and her own, mixing all the « E s together and sitting like a q ueen stop 
too large a ttrone of eewduet, shavings and down. Once during m, absence she had 
left her nest for a few moments, am my wife counted nine eggs in it. If none had 

been broken, this meant that Ingrid bad set upon 12, a rather large order, even for 
a large goose. 

As it happens d last year, there was a rainstorm the first night Ingrid 
was off the nest with her brood. Recalling her ungoosely perfornsnee the year 
before, I expected that none of her young would be alive on my return. I was, 
of course, wrong. She had hatched six and she still had all of them. 
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Today I pinioned the three children of Mr. aid Mrs. Berryi>8tch Honker. 

That lady left her nest this mro morning. As soon as I had completed some business 
vdiieh took until two o’clock, I pinioned these babies so they'd never be able to 
fly away and leave us. To do this, I had to catch and fetter both senior 
Berrypatehes. The enusing Erronking! sounding like their ordinary, everyday 
conversation to me, but each and every goose on the farm knew otherwise. They all 
came running to the south end of the pasture, where I had come upon the family. 

Hirst came the units ted young and Mr. UnPop, fbr they had been grazing nearby. Then, 
with a clearly intoned alarm eall , osme the Meadow Honkers. For this emergency, 

Mrs. Meadow Honker was willing to leave her bride’s nest of three eggs. Their 
clamor and bowing as they hasted to us was loud and quite clearly showed they 
understood something out of tie usual and probably frightening was happening. 

Of the honkers. Only the Orchard's did not hasten down to the meadow. Mrs. Orchard 
could not move much and Mr. Orchard would not leave her side. 

Roberto 8nd Ingrid started down toward us, slowed in their speed by the 
tiny steps of the babies. And Das deserted her chore. All were concerned and 
worried, and they all wanted either to help or see #iat was transpiring. 

The operation took only s minute. When X released the parents, they went 
hurrying off until they realized the babies could not keep up with them. They escape 
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route was the spring drain that runs along the southern border until it dries up 
in hot weather. co incidence, the Meadow Honkers had already decided to take a 
swim in it. As the parents snd their young proceeded away from me, when Mr. 
Berrypatch realized the pace was too fast, he stopped. But the hardiest, or the 
scardest, of his babies kept going and soon was on Mr. Meadow's heels. 

Even a strange baby, be it a neice, nephew or cousin, is unwelcome near 
the female honker during the mating aid breeding season. Mr. Meadow went into his 
most elaborate performance, coiling and uncloi uncoiling his neck, whipping it down 
alt the toddler, making the most frightening sounds, and threatening in every goose 
way he knew, buttfee the youngster kept following him. The groom even pretended 
to bite the baby, but to no avail, for to him, ter. Meadow was father, or at least 
so I believe. The situation was finally resolved without tragedy when the 
trailing Berrypatches caught up with, their child. 

Des remained with her hasband and co-wife and neiees and nephews, some 
of udiom, undoubtedly, were her own children. They al took 8 quick swim together. 
While they were so occupied, I examine the nest. All nine eggs were still there. 

I heard the pheep, pheep of a g&sling and turned some of the eggs. 

One ms hatching. The piece of sheil where it had pipped the eggs was 



missing and the flesh-colored bill was visiblel 
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"Hooray for Das", I Ihought, &r -this was a gosling that would have 
died in the sheil when Ingrid responded to her instinctive knowledge of the needs 
of those already hatched for food and water. All the g other eggs seemed good, 
so I left the nest as it had been. Shortly thereafter Das resumed her seat and 
responsibilities/ 

1/Shen this one or the others will hatch remains to be seen. Whether, in fact, 
8ny will survive, is quite a question. Should tfea any of the eggs of the Ingrid 
setti setting hatch under Das and live, will she leave the nest, including the 
unhatehed eggs of the Ingrid setting and the three of her own to see to their needs? 
Will Ingrid tale them o^r and let Das continue her share of the setting? If Inrid 

Ingrid takes the new young, will Das be satisfied? Or will she, perhaps, decide 



the babies and Ingrid need her more than the eggs? 




